STONE                                   g

'*'So good of you to take so much trouble/' she
murmured.

"Not at all, not at all."

He seated himself beside Norton and raised his
elegant Paris-made hat. There were a few last common-
places. Then the man spoke to the horses. The carriage
wheels crunched on the gravel.

Lady Stone waved the little crumpled handkerchief.
'rGood-bye, dear!" Marvellously, the tears were
keeping back. '' Good-bye! Good-bye!''

The carriage turned the bend of the drive and
passed behind a long laurel hedge, reappearing again
for a few minutes before it finally vanished. Very
faintly, a small hand could be seen waving once or
twice, in a forlorn self-conscious fashion.

" Well, well!" 'The Marquis turned back to the door.
"That's another one started."

"Yes. It will be so much nicer for him at school
than at home with us and the girls."

Ladjr Stone had said this many times before, and
once, when Norton's going was a long way ahead in
thcrfuture, she had really meant it.

"I'll go for my ride now," said the Marquis.

"Yes, dear."

She understood what was in his mind. No little
Norton to ride with to-day. For two years or more,
they had gone out every morning together, the big
man and the slender little boy, the bay hunter and the
white pony, familiar figures to all the cottagers in the
lanes about Stone.

She lingered on under the portico, cherishing per-
haps an impossible hope that Norton might return
for something. The girls had slipped away. Goward,
she knew, would be found in the Library. By and